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Pretty Please 


"Damn it, James! Will you quit laughing at me!" 

James patted at Lars' cheeks. "Why? You got the sweetest little Pixie face. 

"Fuck you. im not trying to be cute here” 

"You gonna stamp your foot now?" James smiled at him. "You'd look so adorable if you'd only stamp your foot” 


Lars glared at him and resisted the urge to do just that. James would be on the floor laughing if he so much 


as raised a toe. "You through? Are you gonna do what | asked or not?" 
James shrugged one shoulder. "Why should 1?" 

"Why not?" 

"What's in it for me?" 


"Me!" 


"Not much of an incentive if you ask me." James grabbed a bottle of water from the refrigerator and took a 


long swallow. 

Lars stared at him. "You really gonna be a prick about this?" 

James rolled his eyes. "Why don't you ask Rob or Kirk?" 

"Have. Both of them gave me what | wanted" 

"Then why the fuck have you been following me around HQ, bugging me about it?" 

Lars tilted his head and gazed steadily at James. "Because, you moron, neither one of them is you" 
"Well, why didn't you just say so. 

"| think | just did" Lars closed the distance between them. "So? You gonna give me what | want?" 
James quirked an eyebrow. "What exactly was it you wanted again?" 

"You're gonna make me say it out loud again, aren't you?" 


"| don't know. Guess it depends how badly you want it" James shot back, his lips quivering, a chuckle escaping 


from his mouth. 
"Fucking asshole!" Lars stuck his tongue out at him. "Fine. I'll say it again | need a hug, don't laugh, | do!" 


James clutched at his sides as he continued to chortle. "I can't believe you're going around asking people for 


hugs, Mr. Self-Sufficient-Don't Need Anyone's Help-Leave-Me-the-Fuck-Alone." 
"Yeah, well, that was before fucking therapy." Lars put his hands on his hips. "So am | gonna get a hug or not?" 


James chuckled once more before clearing his throat. With a grin still gracing his handsome features, he held 


out his arms. "Come'ere, my little Pixie." 


Lars flew toward James and gripped him tightly around the waist. Snuggling his head against James’ chest, he 
felt strong arms engulf him. They stood together, silent, for a few moments. 


"Happy now, my little drummer boy?" 
"Very." Lars pulled away and heaved himself up to sit on the kitchen counter. "I got ‘em all." 
James frowned at him. "What do you mean, ‘got ‘em all'?" 


Lars began ticking off on his fingers. "Got a hug from Rob. From Kirk. From you. Hell, | even gotta hug from 
Bob." 


"Bob? You got a fucking hug from Bob?" 

Lars nodded, smiling. 

"The fuck you did" James' eyes narrowed. "Bob never gives hugs." 

"Wrong, James," Lars corrected. "He never gives *you* hugs." 

James crossed his arms. "Why is it that you get a Bob-hug and | don't?" 

Lars started to swing his feet, not caring that his heels kicked the cabinets. "Cuz l'm special.” 
"Special..yeah, right. We'll just see about that" James marched out of the kitchen. "Oh, Bo-ob..." 


The End 


